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CHANT OF THE SHROUD MAKER 

"We shall need also shrouds" 

Others work for the living — 
Be mine to work for the dead. 
Afar there rages the battle loud ; 
With tender hands I fashion a shroud 
For the clay when the soul has fled. 

Soldier, stranger, friend, 
Man I shall never see, 
Loving, I weave a winding sheet 
For one who has died for me. 

Triply the sheet be folded 

For the Blessed Trinity; 

And on his bosom his folded hands 

Unwanted now for life's demands, 

And the scarlet cross shall be. 

Soldier, brother, friend, 
Face I shall never see, 
Loving, I weave a winding sheet 
For one who has died for me. 

Cover the clay deserted 
Now that the life has sped. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Prayers, blessings and grateful tears 
Follow his memory through the years: 
Peace to the honored dead. 

Soldier, brother, friend, 
Man I shall never see; 
Loving, I weave a winding sheet 
For one who has died for me. 

Marian Ramie 



IF WAR IS RIGHT 

If war is right, then God is might 
And every prayer is vain: 
Go raze your temples from the hills — 
Red death is in the plain. 

If war is right, then God is might, 
And every prayer is vain: 
Look not for Christ upon the hills — 
He lies among the slain. 

Parke Farley 
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